A PROPITIOUS START

looming up. A flag which I flew by arrangement did
its work; I was quickly transhipped, and the British
Grenadier, homeward bound, was on her course
again ere four bells had struck, bearing me away from
Muscat.

I planned to be landed at Dhufar half-way along the
southern coast of Arabia if weather conditions at the end
of this south-west monsoon season would permit, or failing
that, to be dropped into the first Arab dhow we encountered.
Next day the freshening wind slightly reduced our speed,
and the prospect of making Salala in daylight grew
doubtful. To 'stand off' all night was not to be enter-
tained, and so it was an Arab dhow that we made for
when we saw one. Her crazy little dinghy came along-
side in response to our siren; Muhammad and I, dressed
in Arab kit, slipped over the side and down the pilot
ladder. My boxes made a precarious load, but she was
equal to our demands, and carried us safely over the long
undulations of the swell to the anchored dhow. The British
Grenadier signalled cgood luck' and went forging ahead>
soon to be hull-down in the grey watery solitudes where
the sun had set.

The Arab captain of Path as Salaam., for that was the
dhow's name, shook his head when I spoke of landing;
he had, in fact, quite other views* A ground swell, even
in the mildest weather, runs vigorously along these gently
shelving beaches, and sends huge rollers crashing inshore*
A whaler or other English-built boat would surely capsize
and break up, but the local banush (of sewn timbers),,
craftily handled by the fisherfolk, comes riding safely
through, despite moments when it seems to stand giddily
on end and one looks on apprehensively, knowing that the